194                   PRISON LETTERS
Do you remember when we went up years ago, on my
birthday, in the snow and mist, and how grand and
mysterious it was ?
I heard from Kitty the other day. Very good news.
Uncle and the other relations turning up trumps.
I've got the menu of the Historical Banquet for you,
with a lot of signatures on it. Mr. W. P. sent it.
My cards are so nice in the album.
If I ever get out I shall have such a queer lot of
parcels.
What hypocrites the Allies are, and us in jail for
doing what they boastfully pretend to have done!
Anyhow, I think the old tin kettle must burst soon.
Democracy must learn something out of all this, and
then-----?
We are really so sane in Ireland and it really would
be 'safe for democracy' if the Armed Forces were
withdrawn.
Aren't we a patient and long-suffering people ?
February 14.
Here I am, all alone in this Englishwoman's home!
Luckily, I always find myself good company. Of
course, I miss K. very much, but for the first time in
my life I was thankful to see the back of a dear friend.
Give her a good ' scholding' and a hug from me and
tell her the tea-pot's broken, but not by me this time!
I've no one to bully now, and she needs it. Tell her
to stay in bed or rest up. Weren't you shocked when
you saw her ? and they dare to talk about German
atrocities, the hypocrites ! But it will all react in the
end.
I am almost sure it was St. Hubert. I think it must
be a misprint. I am now doing ' Heroic Death/ It is
rather nice.